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Summary: Aerith would prefer to keep that between herself and the 
ghost of a boy who never came back. ; zerith drabbles 


1 . child 

**Word Count**: 238 

**Timeline/Spoilers** : set vaguely during disc 1; no spoilers you 
don't already know about 

**Summary**: They would have had a bumbling, beautiful brood of 
children who would never know fear or heartache or lonesomeness. ; 
zerith drabbles 

**Notes**: This is similar to what I did with my 50 sentence fic for 
Psycho Pass. There were several prompts I wanted to expand on, so 
they turned into a separate collection of their own. The line this 
drabble is based on is at the end. 

Title comes from the song "Green Eyes" by Coldplay! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Contrary to popular opinion, dreams of death aren't what keep her 
up at night. Not that she doesn't have those on a regular basis. They 
simply pale in comparison to visions of a child with silky, brown 
tresses and bright, blue eyes. (He had grey eyes before, he confided 
in her once, but the shining, mako-infused irises were the only ones 
she'd ever known.) The past tears her apart, but it's the future that 
haunts her. A future without his beautiful laughter and a child just 
as much him as her wasn't a future she wanted to have . <p> 


They had been far too young at the time to truly start planning their 
lives together, but the sentiment had always been there. Zack was 



someone she wanted forever with. But she's twenty-two now, and hasn't 
laid eyes on him since she was seventeen. Some days, she can barely 
conjure up the image of him, and it terrifies her. 

She's always wanted a big family. Her mother (both of them) did their 
best, but she won't deny having been a lonely child. She has so much 
love to give, and Zack met, perhaps even outmatched, her enthusiasm. 
They would have had a bumbling, beautiful brood of children who would 
never know fear or heartache or lonesomeness. 

After saving the planet, she thinks she'll want to settle down, but 
she doesn't have it in her to think that far ahead anymore. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>#23 a€" Child<strong> 

They'd been far too young at the time to entertain the thoughts of 
settling down and having a family together, but now, in his extended 
absence and as she's busy crossing continents, her mind is swimming 
with visions of a child with silky, brown tresses and bright, blue 
eyes that she knows can never see the light of day. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxstrong>AN* * : Because Zack and Aerith would have had beautiful 
children, and they would have been the most loving parents. 


2 . hide 

**Word Count**: 368 

**Timeline/Spoilers** : set during disc 1; spoilers for cc 
ending 

**Summary**: Aerith would prefer to keep that between herself and the 
ghost of a boy who never came back. ; zerith drabbles 

**Notes**: Lines at the end are taken from in-game. 

Thanks to _sunf lowerspot_ for the review last chapter! :) 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pXem>"We were never serious . "<em> 

_"He always was a bit of a flirt, a real lady's man . 

_"I'm sure he just found another pretty face and never looked 
back . 


Eighty-nine handwritten letters and a well-word pink ribbon would beg 
to differ, but Aerith would prefer to keep that between herself and 
the ghost of a boy who never came back. 

It hurts less to play the jilted lover than to face the truth. Mere 
months have passed _(two months, three weeks, eight days, and 



nineteen hours ago, but who's keeping count?) _since that horrible 
vision had come to her and she felt the last vestiges of his spirit 
slip away. That had been the last time the Planet had spoken to her. 
Mainly because she isn't accepting any more messages. 

She is far too preoccupied with living in a constant state of denial 
a€" of Sack's demise, of the strange abilities apparent since 
childhood. Traveling with Cloud, Tifa, and the others is like a clean 
slate, a fresh new page. She can paint any story she wants. 

Once upon a time, there was a flower girl who met a soldier boy. He 
was sweet and charming, and she was gentle and kind. They enjoyed 
their time together, but nothing serious ever came of it. He left on 
a mission one day and never made his way back to see her again. They 
hadn't made any commitments or held any obligations to one another. 
But charismatic boys like him rarely stayed in one place, and 
wholesome girls like her hardly ever left home. 

This is the tale of her first love. As far as the rest of the party 
is concerned, there is nothing to question, and Aerith plays the part 
all too well. Some days, she almost believes it herself. Because 
picturing him in the arms of a beautiful blonde, splayed across the 
beaches of Costa del Sol will always surpass the image of his 
lifeless body, bloody and battered in the rain. 

Seeing him _alive_, no matter what capacity, will always win 
out . 


_"Please don't cry."_ 

_"Someone dear to you has just died."_ 

_"His spirit was coming to see you, but he already returned to the 
planet . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>#27 a€" Hide<strong> 

It hurts less to pretend she doesn't know, to act as if she didn't 
feel the exact moment his life force faded away, and to play the 
jilted lover instead; anything is easier than facing the truth of his 
demise . 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><pXstrong>AN* * : I love writing bitter ! Aerith for some reason. 
Please let me know what you thought! 


End 
f lie . 



